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CHAPTER FOUR 

 

As Badger and Harris were walking away from the police station, eighteen members 

of the southern chapter of the Devil’s Eagles were meeting behind the steel doors out 

the back of Mac’s Tyres. 

 ‘Alright brothers,’ said Razor, the elected leader, ‘she’s been confirmed that 

Bulldog Bob was the poor bastard found murdered on the beach this morning.’ 

 ‘Fuck,’ mumbled Spider through his beard.  Spider was six foot three and 

weighed eighteen stone. He was big; in his leather jacket, he was bigger. Tattoos 

covered his thick body like the print of a Chinese newspaper. He had a polished 

head, never removed his black Ray Bans, and hated three things: cops; whingeing 

women; and anyone who wasn’t a Devil’s Eagle. That list had now increased to four 

to include the mongrel bastard who’d knocked Bulldog. Seventeen others in the 

room agreed. 

 ‘So, what we have to decide,’ said Razor, ‘is what do we do now?’ Razor was 

somewhere in his thirties and had been a member of the Devil’s Eagles since he was 

sixteen, the time he’d run away from an alcoholic mother and an old man who used 

to beat her and the rest of the family. Razor hadn’t seen them since that day, and 

frankly, the Devil’s Eagles were his family now so he didn’t give a shit. 

 He stood in front of a mural of the colour they wore on their backs. Gathered 

around, listening, smoking and cursing were his brother Devil’s Eagles. The 

clubrooms were about the size of a small community church hall one might find in 

some spot-on-the-map country town. Apart from the steel doors leading to the 

workshop, there were no other entrances, and the only windows were small frosted 

louvres running along the top of the outside wall. On the roof were three circulating 

fans, against one wall was a long bar and fridge, in the bottom corner, near the steel 

doors was a gent’s only, and on the opposite wall to the bar were numerous motor 

bike pictures, naked women pictures, and pictures of bikers their dogs and their ol’ 

ladies. Razor was at what could be called the front of the clubrooms, to the left of 

the doors, and beside the pool table. The others were standing where they could 

hear and see him, leaning on the bar, one of three round beer drinking tables, or 

against each other. 

 ‘Any ideas who?’ asked Tigger, who was leaning against the bar, closest to 

Razor so no-one could get in his way. 

 Everyone looked at Razor, waiting for an answer. ‘Fuck knows,’ he said, ‘but 

when we find fuck.’ 

 Spider banged his straight bourbon onto the closest orange laminate beer 

drinking table. Beside his glass was a McWilliam’s Sherry bakelite ashtray, stacked 
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high with the remnants of White Ox and Drum roll-your-owns, and the odd Peter 

Jackson butt. ‘What about the Diabloes?’ 

 ‘Fucking Diablo trash,’ yelled some bearded biker. It was hard to tell who. 

But it didn’t really matter, as the sentiment was shared and followed with three or 

four similar shouts. Even the dogs gave a throaty growl as they curled near Fat 

Henry’s feet. 

 While the Devil’s Eagles had their clubrooms out the back of Mac’s Tyres 

where industrial met residential, the Diabloes had a house in Parkers Road, about 

two and a half kilometres from the Devil’s Eagles and a lot less than a kilometre 

from where a small white dog had pissed on Bulldog Bob’s head. But the hatred 

between the two gangs was generally not enough to cause them to go around 

murdering each other. Although … 

 Squeak, the next shortest Devil’s Eagle after Tigger, turned to Fat Henry and 

said, ‘Hey, whaddya reckon about them pricks knockin’ Bulldog ’cause he knocked 

the teeth fair and square out of one of their fat gobs at the Edge last week?’ 

 Fat Henry took a bite of pineapple doughnut, followed by a beer chaser. 

 ‘Yeah,’ said Razor, ‘unfortunately, I wasn’t there to witness the bit of fun, but 

we all know about it. But what about you, Fat Henry, you were there, so were you 

Spider, and you Tigger; you reckon Squeak’s got a point?’ 

 Spider took a step towards Fat Henry, put a hand on his shoulder and spat 

on the soiled, all-weather carpet. One of the dogs stretched to get a pat. Fat Henry 

gave him one and Spider said, ‘I reckon that what Squeak said could be fuckin’ well 

true. The Diabloes are nothing but a bunch of yellow bellies. Me an’ Fats, Tigger and 

Bulldog Bob, God bless his soul, were just havin’ a few quiet ones in the saloon bar 

when five of the Diabloes walked into the bistro like they owned the fuckin’ joint. 

Well, we all know that John the Turk looks after us with our piss, so, we just 

thought that his joint needed to be cleaned of Diablo scum. They were in that bistro, 

swearin’, buttin’ cigarettes onto the floor, interruptin’ fuckin’ family dinners. 

 ‘Well, we just thought something had to be done. I went out with Bulldog and 

we walked right up to that fuckin’ scum Lizard. And before they had a chance to say 

anything, Bulldog cracked a billiard cue across the mother’s face. 

 ‘Lizard stood there, holding his mouth, spittin’ teeth and blood all over the 

carpet. His four scum mates started walkin’ towards us. But I stepped forward, then 

Tigger and Fats came from the other door. And I said, “There’s women and children 

tryin’ to eat their dinner in here, outside, in the car park.” They didn’t fuckin’ argue.’ 

 Spider put a White Ox to his lips, lit it one handed with his Harley Zippo, 

and let the smoke curl in front of his face, through his nostrils, around his beard. 

He put the tanning paper between his fingers and picked up a glass of bourbon. Half 

went straight down his throat, without a gulp. He took another draw on the cigarette 
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and continued, ‘We went outside, into the car park. Lizard’s still holding his bleedin’ 

mouth, then Bulldog runs at him and cracks that billiard cue against his fuckin’ 

head, snappin’ it in half. Then it was on. We were outnumbered, five to four, but 

we’re not fuckin’ weak scum like the Diabloes. We’re the Devil’s Eagles, and we’re 

the fuckin’ greatest. We kicked their fuckin’ arses!’ 

 Everyone cheered. A few yelled Diablo nasties. But it was unanimous that 

the Devil’s Eagles were the best damn biker gang on the Peninsula, in the fucking 

State, even the country for that matter. They were all brothers, and no-one was 

going to fuck with their world. No-one. 

 

On the other side of Melbourne, where cosmopolitan met Anglo-Saxon, Angelo 

Ferrari, his wife and two children were enjoying a feast at the Cafe Milan in Lygon 

Street. Angelo sat with the sleeves of his Zegna suit slightly rolled. He was enjoying a 

five star white, waiting for his grilled lobster tails with basil butter, telling Marco, the 

manager and friend, all about his beautiful daughter’s success at school. 

 Angelo Ferrari was a business consultant by occupation. Well, that’s what he 

told the tax office and his family. It wasn’t necessary for them to know about all his 

deals, only the ones he felt they needed to know about. Between Angelo and his 

mirror, his money had come from inheritance, friends, and those kind of business 

deals which men made in places like the private upstairs room of the Cafe Milan. 

 He was laughing. Marco and the family were laughing with him. People only 

laughed with Angelo Ferrari, never at him. The gold on his fingers twinkled under 

the lights and candles. He broke a roll. His long fingers were clean, pristine almost. 

He had tanned arms, running up his sleeves, attached somewhere to his thick, 

sinewy and equally as tanned neck, shoulders, and torso. His face was smooth, well 

structured. He had combed back, lightly oiled, jet black hair. The grey bits were 

darkened away, the job of Leo, the hairdresser. As he spoke with his still visible 

Italian accent, Angelo Ferrari’s white teeth peered from his lips like a butterfly 

emerging from its cocoon. 

 ‘See young Angelique here,’ he said as he put an arm around his fifteen year 

old daughter, ‘Marco, she is going to be the best. You know, in her latest exams, she 

got a ninety three for science. My Angelique, she is going to be the world’s greatest 

scientist.’ 

 Angelique was embarrassed. But she was smiling. She was happy. Her father 

loved her, bought her anything. Just so long as he never caught her smoking or 

drinking. And if ever he found out she’d been pulling Peter Parisi’s dick behind the 

football grandstand. She continued smiling and joking. She hoped no-one had seen 

her. 
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It was just after eleven when Chicken Pullet drove his Datsun 120Y up the drive of 

his house in Carrum Downs. Inside, hopefully sleeping, would be his wife and three 

kids. He almost fell from the car, fumbling for the keys as they dropped from ignition 

to the ground. Chicken was drunk. It wasn’t the first time. But, at least he’d 

managed to get home without hitting anything. 

 He picked the keys up, steadied himself against the car door and took three 

deep breaths. Twenty two steps to the front door—twenty two steps to sober. He 

chewed hard on half a pack of P.K. He hated guys like Fats Griffen who could drink 

and drink and drink and never get drunk. Even fucking Twang never seemed to get 

pissed. 

 Chicken couldn’t help it if he had no willpower. When the guys were going to 

have a drink after work, well, he just had to be there. How was he to know Twang 

would have two thirds of a bottle of Black Douglas in her locker? They were good 

people. They were his mates. They were more than just a family that sat at home 

waiting for him. 

 ‘Aaah fuck!’  

 Louise Pullett had had enough of her drunken husband coming home. She’d 

had enough of keeping his dinners warm. His kids needed a father who was sober, 

who would be there to read them a bed-time story, to hear about their day at school. 

She was sick and tired of everything. That day, Louise Pullet had called in the 

locksmith. On the porch were two suitcases of her “ex” husband’s clothes.   

 Chicken yelled. Screamed. Picked up a rock and smashed it through the 

front window. 

 ‘Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!’ 

 He punched the red, brick wall. The blood came from beneath his skin. He 

sat down, curled into a foetal position beside his suitcase and cried himself to sleep. 

 

Chicken had been asleep for about an hour when a brick went sailing through the 

front window of the Diabloes’ house in Parkers Road. The dogs barked. 

Hedgeburner, sucking on a bong in the front room, just missed being hit across the 

forehead by a flying clinker. Lizard and Mungo heard the noise and came running. 

Lizard with a tight grip on a sawn-off. 

 They opened the front door. Nothing. Only the deep growl of a loud exhaust 

somewhere down near Beach Road. 

 ‘Fuck,’ said Hedgeburner. ‘That coulda fucking well killed me.’ 

 

Claudio Ferrari had said goodbye to his parents an hour ago. He was nineteen, he 

was allowed to go and see his friends. They’d be over at the Moonlight Bar. Even if it 

was a Monday, they’d still be out cruising later. If only he’d taken his Commodore. 
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Just had a pair of parcel shelf 100 watters fitted. Man, the mates’d love that, the 

thumping bass he could now get. 

 Angelique had complained of being tired. Luciana took her home in the BMW 

about the same time Claudio went to find his friends. Angelo stayed. Business to 

deal with. No-one argued. Angelo was always working hard. But he did look after 

them. 

 About two minutes after he’d kissed Luciana and Angelique goodnight, 

Angelo pulled out his mobile and dialled Lisa. She came into the Cafe Milan not long 

after someone had thrown a brick at Hedgeburner’s head. Lisa was twenty three, 

blonde, tall, had a model’s figure, and earnt her money table-top dancing and 

keeping Angelo Ferrari satisfied. She was wearing a red, off the shoulder number 

he’d bought for her twenty second birthday. It hugged her hips, a cleavage invitingly 

smiling at everyone who looked. Over her shoulders was a leather jacket, and over 

her arm was a Gucci handbag. 

 She smiled at Marco and gave Angelo a huge, wet kiss. He gladly returned 

the favour. The waiter brought them over a shot of Sambuca. Ferrari ran his hand 

up and down Lisa’s firm, dancer’s leg. He leant across to give her another kiss. ‘I 

love you baby,’ he whispered in her ear. ‘I’m so hot tonight.’ 

 Suddenly, a familiar voice from behind put a stop to his crawling fingers. 

 ‘And I’m pretty hot myself, Angelo. You gonna offer me any?’ said the voice. 

 Like a flicked elastic band, Ferrari jerked his head away from his exotic 

dancer. ‘What the fuck do you want?’ he said. 

 


